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Summary: Some in modern times call them vampires. Some in older times 
called them night's children. Regardless of what they're called, I 
can affirm that they exist. How do I know that? Well, that's my 
story, so I might as well tell it. Oh, and one last thingaC 1 they ' re 
called Nightwalkers . 


1. It'll Be Fun 

**If you have been following my recent ly-completed story "Try To Be 
Brave", you've probably heard about this story. Or, maybe you just 
opened this chapter because the summary sounds interesting. Either 
way, welcome! I'm glad that you have chosen to take the time to check 
this story out and read. Hope you enjoy!** 

**This story will feature something that I don't usually do. An 
extended prologue. Nightwalker is told in 3-4 arcs and the prologue 
in itself is one arcaC 1 but don't get me wrong. It's more than just 
backstory. It is absolutely essential to the story and Nightwalker 
would be lost without it. ** 

**If you are new to me and my stories, I just want to say that I have 
a Twitter where you can keep up to date with what ' s happening in 
regards to updates and other fanf lotion matters. Info is on my 
fanfiction profile if you'd like to check it out and/or 
follow. ** 

**That said, here is the first chapter of Nightwalker!** 

■jk" ■jk" ■jk" 


><p>Prologue<br>Chapter 1: It'll Be Fun 

>Setting: A settlement in what would later be known as Pennsylvania 
1 7 0 0<p> 



_Growing up, I'm sure that you heard about the scary creatures that 
only come out after dark. Maybe your parents, in their efforts to 
make sure you returned home before the sun went down, made up stories 
of blood-sucking human-like creatures or humans that become more 
wolf-like on nights where the moon was full. I can't say that I know 
for certain about the wolf-like men, but I do know about the 
blood-sucking ones. Some in modern times call them vampires. Some in 
older times called them night's children. Regardless of what they're 
called, I can affirm that they exist. How do I know that? Well, 
that's my story, so I might as well tell it. Oh, and one last 
thinga€ 1 they ' re called Nightwalkers . _ 

Astrid Hofferson sat by the lake in the woods near her town. She 
hated living here. It was always so boring. Not to mention that she 
hated wearing dresses. The long dresses and aprons worn by the girls 
and women of the town really hindered her movements. Astrid wanted to 
climb trees and wrestle in the dirt like the boys of the settlement, 
but she already knew what her parents, especially her mother, would 
think if she let her tomboy nature show even just a little. Young 
girls were expected, from an early age, to learn how to be good 
homemakers and mothers. Astrid did not want to follow tradition, but 
what other choice did she have? 

Sitting by the lake, Astrid picked up a flat stone and skipped it 
across the water. She was going to hear it later tonight for sitting 
in the dirt, but right now she just didn't care. Right now, it was 
just nice to be alone, by herself with just the chirping birds to 
keep her company. It was peaceful. 

"Aren't you a little far from home? Should a girl be out here all by 
herself? " 

Astrid jumped and looked back to see who had joined her. She 
recognized him instantly, but she did not immediately remember his 
name. He was brunette, a little tall for his agea€ 1 and two years 
younger than her. _**Who does he think he is? Younger than me and he 
thinks I'm incompetent. He'll pay for that!**_ "So? I can take care 
of myself! I'm not some weak little girl!" 

The boy approached. "I never said that," he amended, taking a seat 
beside Astrid, "but I guess that's how it probably sounded. I'm 
sorry . " 

"It's fine," Astrid spoke quickly. She wished the boy would just 
leave and stop intruding on her peaceful solitude. When he started to 
attempt to strike up a conversation, though, Astrid knew instantly 
that he did not plan on leaving anytime soon. 

Because the boy was obviously planning to stay for a while, Astrid 
decided to listen and contribute to the conversation. As they talked, 
Astrid learned more about him. Like Astrid, he valued the lake as a 
sacred place where he could just go to collect his thoughts. He had 
come today because he could not get any peace at home. His mother had 
just brought a baby girl into the world and, according to the boy, 
the baby cried at all hours of the day or night. Hearing this, Astrid 
felt slightly jealous. She would always be an only child; the 
settlement's healer had informed Mrs. Hofferson that she would never 
have another child. "Maybe when your sister is a little older, I 
could meet her?" Astrid asked, starting to warm up to this boy. 



The boy smiled. "I'm sure Emma would like thata€ 1 because I'm guessing 
she's going to be a social butterfly. Just like me." 

"You? A butterfly?" Astrid laughed. "I think you're more like a stink 
bug. All boys are stink bugs." 

The boy laughed right along with Astrid and, by the time they walked 
back into the settlement together, they had become fast 
friends . 

Years passed, but their friendship remained intact, growing stronger 
by the day. Much to the dismay of her parents, Astrid spent her days 
with Jay (that was not his real name, but all good friends must have 
nicknames for each other, right? Besides, it wasn't much of a 
nickname; it was just the letter at the start of his real name) and 
his little sister Emma who, as her brother had predicted, grew to be 
outgoing and curious. 

When Astrid was fifteen and Jay was thirteen, something changed. 
Astrid had always liked Jay as a friend. He was creative and always 
managed to find something fun to do in their boring little 
settlement. However, Astrid, though the years, found that she liked 
Jay less as a friend and started to see him more as a potential 
boyfriend. Back when she had first met the scrawny little 
eight-year-old Jay, ten-year-old Astrid could never have imagined 
feeling this way about his boy. Yet, those feelings had developed. It 
would be another two years before Jay admitted that he felt the same 
way about Astrid. Mr. and Mrs. Hofferson were not pleased with 
Astrid' s romantic choices. Sticking to tradition, the Hofferson 
parents believed that their daughter should've been married by now, 
but Astrid would hear none of it. Astrid had her mind set and nothing 
would change it . 

Three years later, on one particular night, Astrid was woken to a 
soft tapping on the glass of her bedroom window. Quietly, so as not 
to wake her protective parents, Astrid walked over to her window and 
opened it as noiselessly as she could. Her boyfriend stood on the 
other side. His brown hair shone almost white in the bright glow of 
the full moon. "Jay? What are you doing here? Did Emma wake you up 
again? " 


"No," he answered. "Emma's still asleep. I couldn't sleep, though, so 
I thought I would take a walk in the woods. Want to come?" 

"Walking in the woods after dark? Isn't that a bit dangerous? There 
are wolves and bearsa€ 1 and other creatures too." Astrid may have been 
twenty, but that didn't mean she was needlessly reckless. 

"Well, yeah, those animals live in the woods, Astrid, " he answered. 
"But I don't plan to venture that far away from the village. Just a 
quick walk and then it's back to bed. Come on. It'll be fun." 

Astrid was torn. She wanted to follow her boyfriend, but she was 
still nervous. "Okay, but let's say there is something out there, do 
you have something to defend yourself with?" 

Her boyfriend held up a thick stick, curved slightly at the top. "I 
know it doesn't look like much, but it's pretty strong. I beat it 
against a few trees on my way here, " he answered with a 
smile . 



Astrid knew that she should resist, object to this crazy plan and 
return to bed. However, looking deep into Jay's brown eyes, she could 
see the mischievous twinkle. In that instant, she could see the 
reason that she'd fallen for him, both as a friend and as something 
more. He brought fun to her otherwise-boring life and this idea was 
no exception. Besides, she couldn't let him go through with this 
alone. "Okay, I'll come." 

She did not bother to change out of her nightdress. The typical dress 
that she was forced to wear would just get in the way. Besides, she 
and Jay had been together for three years now. There was no need for 
her to look perfect; Astrid already knew that Jay liked her no matter 
how she looked. Quickly, with expert skill, she braided her hair and 
tied it back. It was a bit messy, but, other than Jay, who would see 
it? _**It doesn't have to be perfect. Besides, Jay said we'll only be 
gone for a short time. **_ 

Though she had never snuck out of her house late at night before, 
Astrid found it quite easy to slip out her open window. When her feet 
touched the soft grass outside her window, Astrid felt a rush of 
adrenaline. _**i can't believe I'm actually doing this!**_ "Lead the 
way, " she told Jay, letting him know that she was ready to 
go . 

Astrid stole one last glance back at her house and her open bedroom 
window. She didn't want to forget any little detail of this night. 
What she did not realize was just how unforgettable this night would 
actually be. 

■jk" ■jk" ■jk" 


><pXstrong>Well , what do you think? I'm actually pretty excited 
about this story. Lots of interesting things to comea€ 1 and I only 
have about 75% of it planned at this moment, I think. I didn't write 
the plans down. <strong> 

**Now you see why I said that the Prologue would be arc in and of 
itself. Lots of info here, but this is the only backstory-extensive 
chapter. Prologue Arc continues (with more action) next 
chapter ! * * 

**Thank you all for reading and supporting Nightwalker ! * * 

**Posted: August 11, 2015** 


2 . Attacked 

**Time for the next chapter of Nightwalker and the action's going to 
start to pick up now! I'm excited. Are you? Okay, let's get to 
it ! ** 


**Review Replies:** 

_**Silver Blue Eyed Wolf **_**: Predictions are fun (and I really do 
enjoy reading them!) . I won't give too much away, but someone will 
become a Nightwalker. Actually, before this story's all said and 
done, a few ordinary humans will cross over to become Nightwalkers . 
Hiccup will appear after the prologue. He does not live in the years 



1700-1710. He's from the 2010's. Good 
questions ! * * 

_**KitKatLove96**_** : After the prologue, we'll see Hiccup. I 
explained it in my previous reply, so I'll just direct you there 
instead of taking up space to explain it againa€ 1 because I know you'd 
rather just read the chapter. Haha. Also, yes. Jay is not Hiccup, but 
Jay is still important. We'll see why later.** 

_**Anonymous Noob the 2** **nd**_**: I had not thought about 

Toothless! He'll probably be Hiccup's cat or dog or something. Not a 
dragon, though, I know that much already. As for mythology. I'll see 
what I can do to add it in, but, as colonists, the settlers don't 
really interact much with the Natives. (If that goes against history, 
I'm sorry! It's been a long time since I learned about that subject 
in school . ) * * 

■jk" ■jk" ■jk" 


><p>Prologue<br>Chapter 2 : Attacked 

>Setting: The woods surrounding Astrid's small settlement. Late night 
(approx. SAM), 1710<p> 

Jay expertly led the way through the forest and Astrid found herself 
wondering how often he snuck out of the village to explore the woods 
late at night. The woods were alive with sounds and it took several 
minutes before Astrid stopped jumping at every little noise. Up 
ahead, Astrid could hear Jay occasionally tap his stick against tree 
trunks. Even though the full moon shone down upon them and 
illuminated the way, Astrid was grateful that she could follow the 
tapping of wood against wood. The longer Astrid followed Jay, the 
more she relaxed. 

Astrid picked up the pace to walk right behind Jay. Sighing, she told 
him, "Alright, you're right. This is pretty relaxing and peaceful." 
However, she jumped almost immediately at a sound from somewhere 
deeper in the woods. "What's that?" she whispered, hating how scared 
her voice sounded. 

Jay laughed. "That would be an owl." 

"Oha€ 1 " Astrid answered, mentally kicking herself for freaking out 
because of a stupid noisy bird. To her defense, though, hooting owls 
could be scary if you weren't expecting to hear them. Before she 
could fully recover from the scare, another sound echoed through the 
woods. This sound was a little closer than the hooting owl and Astrid 
tensed again. "Okay, what was that?" her voice dropped to a whisper 
again . 

"Pretty sure that was a coyote," Jay replied. He must've sensed 
Astrid's fear because, with a short laugh, he added, "Don't worry. 
It's not going to eat us." 

Jay continued to walk further into the woods. Astrid still followed, 
but she felt more doubts creep into the back of her mind. "I thought 
you said we weren't going to walk too far into the woods?" she 
questioned . 

"We're not," Jay answered. "We could go a lot further, but I'm just 
about ready to turn back." 



_* *Apparent ly his definition of "not too far" and my definition do 
not quite match up,**_ Astrid thought as she followed Jay who 
continued to tap his stick against tree trunks every so often. 

Just when Jay was about to turn around and lead them back toward 
their quiet settlement, a nearby bush rustled. Astrid jumped once 
again and, this time, she noticed that Jay also started at the sudden 
noise. "Okay, what was that?" she asked Jay for a third time that 
night . 

"Uha€ 1 I don't know," he answered this time, "could be a bunny or 
somethinga€ 1 or Natives." 

He whispered that last part, but his words weren't soft enough for 
Astrid to miss. What if it really was Natives? She had heard the 
tales from her parents. Astrid didn't know if the stories were true, 
and she really did not feel like finding out the truth. "Jay," she 
whispered, "what are we going to do?" Should they make a break for 
it, race back to the safety of their settlement? Would that even be 
logical ? 

Jay shushed her and tensed, bringing his stick forward. When Jay had 
showed Astrid that he was bringing along the stick for defense, she 
had felt safe. Now, she just felt foolish. If the rustling of the 
bushes was made by the Natives, they had weapons and Jay's stick 
would be no match. 

The bushes rustled again, closer this time. Whatever it was that was 
therea€ 1 it was moving towards them. Jay and Astrid moved closer to 
each other, but the proximity did nothing to calm their nerves. _**i 
knew this was a bad idea! **_Astrid scolded herself. _** I could've 
been sleeping peacefullya€ 1 but , no, that's a lie. I would not have 
been able to sleep knowing that Jay was out here all by 
himself a€ 1 facing this all by himself. **_ 

"When I say, follow me and run as fast as you can, " Jay ordered and 
Astrid nodded, trusting her boyfriend with her life. 

Astrid tensed, waiting for the order. She didn't need to be told 
twice; all she wanted was to get out of the woods and make it home 
safely . 

"Run!" Jay yelled, his voice never leaving a whisper. Immediately 
after speaking that one word. Jay took off at top speed in the 
direction of the settlement. 

Without hesitation, Astrid followed, keeping pace with her boyfriend. 
Everything seemed to be fine. They would make it back to the 
settlement without encountering whatever was in the bushes. 
Unfortunately, a hidden tree root changed those plans. While running, 
Astrid' s bare foot caught on a raised tree root and she tumbled to 
the ground, rolling to land on her back. Jay must've heard because he 
raced back and helped her back onto her feet. 

Never releasing his hand from hers. Jay continued to run back toward 
the settlement. Astrid gripped Jay's hand tightly as she ran at the 
same speed as him. Again, Astrid was just starting to get a sense 
that everything would be fine when she felt a tight grip on her 
shoulders. Whatever had been hiding in the bushes had come out of 



hiding and was now holding her back from returning to safety. 


For just a brief moment, Astrid felt like the middle of the rope in a 
game of tug-of-war. Jay tried to keep running, but the persona€ 1 or 
thing from the bushes had such a tight grip on her shoulders that she 
could not continue to follow Jay. Jay lost his grip on Astrid' s hand 
and Astrid again fell to the ground, her back slamming into the 
unforgiving surface. Upon impact, her breath caught in her lungs and 
she desperately tried to pull in air. 

The moonlight shining down into Astrid' s face was blotted out by a 
silhouette. Astrid desperately hoped the person standing over her was 
Jay, but she knew that it wasn't. It was the person from the bushes. 
_**This must be a Native. Wella€lit was a good twenty years of 
lifea€ 1 **_ 

The person standing over Astrid smirked down upon her and she caught 
sight of long teeth that reflected the moonlight. From somewhere, 
Astrid heard Jay call out her name, but she was powerless to answer 
back. Instead, she was captivated by this man's (for she was certain 
now that this person was a man) shining teeth. _**How does someone 
even have teeth that ref lective?**_ 

The man knelt down in front of her and brushed Astrid' s loose blonde 
hair away to expose her neck. Astrid wanted to rise and race away 
from this man, but she found she could not move. Why couldn't she 
move? She wanted to resist, to fight the hold this man had on her. 
Astrid was frustrated. This man was not even holding her down and yet 
she could not move. It didn't make any sense. 

A sharp pain in her neck halted her thoughts. _**Did he justa€lNo, 
this can't be happening !* *_ The man had just bit into her exposed 
neck with his long shiny teeth. Astrid could feel her blood rushing 
to the spot of the bite. Weakly, Astrid tried to call out for Jay, 
but the words caught in her thoat . She couldn't speak and she was 
powerless against the strange hold this man had on her. 

Astrid' s mind grew more and more muddled the longer this man kept his 
teeth pressed down into her skin. Only too late did Astrid realize 
that this man's strange power was bringing her blood to the site of 
the bite for him to drink. Weren't there horror stories about 
creatures like this that lurk out in the night? Didn't most parents 
tell their children this story around the fire? Clearly there had 
been some truth behind those "don't go out after dark" stories. 

With every ounce of blood that she lost, the more the world around 
her blinked out of focus and it would not be long before she passed 
out from the blood loss. Her only hope was that Jay would recover 
quickly enough to defend her against this man. As much as Astrid 
hated relying strictly on her boyfriend for help, this was one time 
when there was truly nothing else she could do. She was already 
weakened and this blood-sucking man was just too strong. " J-Jay, " 
Astrid managed to croak out, but her pitiful attempt was not nearly 
loud enough for her boyfriend to hear. 

"Astrid!" From somewhere in the distance she heard Jay's yell. 
Unfortunately, she couldn't yell back; she just didn't have the 
strength. The blood loss had taken its toll and Astrid slipped deep 
into unconsciousness . 



><pXstrong>There we have it ! Just as some predicted, that walk in 
the woods would not be pleasant. Well, I don't have much else to say, 
so I'll end it here. Talk with you all next chapter! 

<strong> 

**Thank you all for reading and supporting Nightwalker ! * * 

**Posted: August 27, 2015** 


3. What Happened Last Night? 

**You knowa€ 1 I just couldn't leave everything so unresolved like they 
were at the end of the last chapter. I'll have you all know that I 
literally started writing this chapter the minute after chapter 2 was 
posted! Anyway, here we go with more Nightwalker! ** 

**Review Replies:** 

_* *DauterFeralVigilanteDragonLady* *_* * : The new chapter will be 
posted now. Haha. I'll never really give estimates because when I 
tried to do that, my guesses were always wrong, so I gave up trying. 
Haha. I'm glad you're loving the story.** 

_**Anonymous Noob the 2** **nd**_**: I will definitely have to look 

that type of dog breed up when we approach the modern-day chapters. 
There's still some prologue chapters left first, though. You know, I 
think we studied that years and years ago (would be smart to, since I 
live in Pennsylvania and all), but I can't remember. I graduated high 
school too long ago. Haha. I wasn't really thinking werewolvesa€ 1 at 
least not at this point (the prologue), but who knows later on? I'm 
known to add and change my plans in an instant.** 

_**Guest (anonymous )**_** : I'm glad that you love the story so far. 
Here's the next chapter.** 

■jk" ■jk" ■jk" 


><p>Prologue<br>Chapter 3: What Happened Last Night? 

>Setting: Unknown<p> 

Astrid slowly blinked open her eyes and immediately her thoughts 
raced. Where was she? How had she gotten to this place? Why couldn't 
she remember? Attempting to calm her questioning thoughts, Astrid 
warily glanced around and found that she was in her bedroom. 
Instantly, her memories returned. The walk with Jay out in the woods 
late at night. That mysterious bloodsucking man. Passing out from 
blood loss on the forest floor. _**What?**_ How had she gotten back 
here after last night? 

Slowly, Astrid rose from her bed and placed her feet upon the wooden 
floor of her bedroom. She didn't even feel the least bit dizzy. 
Weren't there any lasting effects of having your blood drained by 
some creepy bloodsucking man? Running her hands along her neck, 
Astrid found that she could not locate the bite from last night. 
_**There's no way that healed so quickly! What is going on here?**_ 
Was it possible that all her memories from last night were just made 
up, some ridiculously vivid dream she'd had? 



standing up, Astrid expected to be at least a little dizzy, but she 
did not wobble even in the slightest. Nothing seemed out of the 
ordinary other than those strange memories that she was starting to 
question. _**i know! I'll find Jay. He'll help me to understand 
this . **_ 

Quickly Astrid threw on the familiar plain brown dress that she hated 
so much. Before leaving her bedroom, Astrid also took a brief moment 
to braid her hair into its familiar single braid. She tried to 
quickly sneak out the front door, but her mother stopped her, forcing 
her to" eat breakfast before running off". Reluctantly, Astrid sat 
and ate the plate of food that had been set out for her. Again, she 
was surprised that she had no problems keeping the food down. If the 
events of last night had indeed actually happened, Astrid thought she 
would have a little more trouble not regurgitating her food. 

Once Astrid was finished, she left her plate on the table and raced 
out the door before her mother could stop her again. Outside, Astrid 
searched around until she found Jay. He was just finishing a task 
that his mother had asked of him. Astrid waited until Jay was 
finished before approaching him; she did not want to startle 
him . 

Coming up to Jay, Astrid pulled him into a hug. "I want to talk to 
you. Can we go sit by the lake?" she whispered into his ear before 
pulling apart. 

Jay nodded and Astrid led the way. She chose the lake because it was 
a calm secluded place. There, Astrid was confident that no one would 
be around to eavesdrop as she asked Jay these questions that she 
definitely did not want anyone else hearing. 

Astrid and Jay took a seat by the lake and watched the wind lightly 
ripple the water. Though she was desperate for answers, Astrid did 
not know how to ask Jay the questions that weighed on her mind. Her 
boyfriend didn't speak, waiting for her to initiate the 
conversation . 

Taking a deep breath, Astrid chanced to ask the question to which she 
was most desperate to find the answer. "Did weaCltake a walk last 
night? In the woods?" 

Jay turned to face Astrid and she could see in his expression that he 
had not been expecting such a question. "Yeah, we did," he answered 
tentatively, as if unsure of where Astrid was going with this 
conversation . 

Pleased with the confirmation that her thoughts were not completely 
wrong, Astrid continued. "What happened last night during the 
walk?" 

Again, Jay seemed a bit hesitant to answer. "We walked for a little. 
You jumped at every little sound. Then, I guess we just came back to 
go sleep. I don't know. I think I must've been pretty tired by the 
end because I don't really remember coming back. I just remember 
waking up this morning in my bed." 

"Is thataClall that happened?" Astrid asked. _**What about that 
mysterious blood-sucking man? Even if Jay didn't see himaC 1 Jay still 



heard the rustling in the bushes. **_ 

"I think so?" Jay answered. "Astrid, why are you asking me these 
questions? Is everything okay?" he asked her, his voice laced with 
concern . 

Astrid was about to answer, but she grew distracted by the lake. The 
water was calm enough to provide a reflective surface. She struggled 
against the neckline of her dress but from what she managed to see, 
Astrid could find no bite marks present upon her neck. Letting the 
neckline of her dress fall back into place, Astrid remembered that 
Jay was still waiting for her to answer his questions. "It's just 
thata€lla€l" she started but then decided against worrying her 
boyfrienda€ 1 especially if everything she had thought happened turned 
out to be merely some strange dream. "It's nothing. I'm fine." 

"Are you sure?" Jay's voice portrayed his worry. He did not believe 
that Astrid was telling him the truth. "If something's wrong, I want 
to help . " 

Astrid smiled. She did not often see this side of Jay. Usually, he 
was carefree and fun, but now he was serious. It hurt to lie, but 
Astrid knew that he'd never believe her if she were to tell him the 
truth about what she remembered from last night. "Really, I'm fine. 

We should get back, though, before our families start to worry and 
come looking for us." 

Reluctantly, Jay agreed and they walked back together. When they made 
it back to the settlement. Jay continued to stay by Astrid' s side. 
_**He must be worried. Did my questions make me sound that crazy? 
**_Astrid wondered. 

"Astrid ! " 

Hearing her name, Astrid turned and saw her mother waving her over. 
Releasing her hand from Jay's, Astrid walked over to her mother. 
"Yes?" 


"I'm glad that I found you. We need some more firewood for the house. 
Would you be a dear and go grab us some from the pile?" 

_**Of course you'd find me! It's pretty easy to find anyone in this 
small sett lement . * *_ Astrid pushed her thoughts aside and merely 
answered, "Of course." Normally, girls and women of the settlement 
did not bring home firewood, but, because Astrid had no brothers (or 
sisters, for that matter), she usually got stuck with the job. 
Luckily, Jay would usually agree to help her out so she did not have 
to make as many trips to and from the pile of wood gathered by some 
of their fellow villagers. 

As Astrid expected. Jay agreed to help her (even though he had 
already hauled wood home for his own family earlier that day) and the 
work, though still strenuous, felt a little easier. If nothing else, 
it was nice to have Jay's company. 

They were just about finished carting wood back and forth to Astrid' s 
home when Astrid noticed it. Her vision had started to swim, the 
world around her blurring in and out of focus. Astrid blinked to try 
to remedy her vision, but it did little to help. Her vision 
impairment made her dizzy and she started to stumble. The problem 



only continued to grow worse and Astrid did not have time to set down 
the wood in her hands before her vision grew black and she felt 
herself fall. 

■jk" ■jk" ■jk" 


><pXstrong>I hate when I go to end a chapter and I can visualize it 
but can't put it into words without sounding stupid. Hopefully, that 
ending didn't sound too lame andor clichA©. Regardless, I hope that 
everyone enjoyed reading this chapter!** 

**Thank you all for reading and supporting Nightwalker ! * * 

**Posted: August 31, 2015** 


4. Sickness Grows Worse 

**What has happened to Astrid? Recall at the end of the last chapter 
that she blacked out while carrying firewood. Well, no use waiting! 
Let's find out what's next for our young protagonist!** 

**Can I just express how frustrated and cheated I feel that the story 
stats for views on these last several chapters did not show up while 
the stats were down? You all should go back and view those chapters 
again (even if you don't read them!) just so that I feel better! 

Haha . ** 

**Review Replies:** 

**_Guest (anonymous ) _: Thanks for the reassurance. It will be 
explained who that shadowy figure is, but I will say that it is not 
Hiccup. Hiccup will come in a little later in the storyline. 

:;k- :;k- 


* *_sondrex7 6_: Thanks for reviewing! Here's the next 
chapter . * * 

**_Guest (anonymous ) _: Thanks! I'm glad you like it so far. Here's 
the next chapter.** 

■jk" ■jk" ■jk" 


><p>Prologue<br>Chapter 4: Sickness Grows Worse 
>Setting: Unknown<p> 

Astrid blinked her eyes open again just as she hada€ 1 was it 
yesterday? She did not know how long it had been since she collapsed 
while carrying firewood. Faintly, she became aware of the presence of 
others around her bedside. 

"She ' s awake ! " 

_**Jay.**_ Her boyfriend was there and so were her 
parents . 

"Astrid!" Her mother was at her bedside instantly. "How are you 
feeling? " 

Attempting to sit up, Astrid was halted as her mother gently pressed 



her back down. "Uha€ 1 okaya€ 1 I guess? My head really hurtsa€land I 
feel pretty dizzy. What happened?" 

"From what I heard, it sounds as if you blacked out while bringing 
back the wood like I'd asked. It's a good thing Jackson was there to 
catch you before you hit the grounda€ 1 or the wood that you'd dropped. 
Why didn't you tell me that you weren't feeling well?" 

"I wasn'ta€ll meana€ 1 I was feeling fine until right before I blacked 
out. It just came on so suddenly," Astrid answered, thinking back to 
the moments leading up to her vision growing dark. 

As Astrid and her mother talked. Jay walked over to the window and 
opened the shades to brighten the room. Instantly, Astrid tensed and 
tried to move as far away from the light as possible. Immediately, 

Jay returned the shades to their original positions, leaving just a 

tiny sliver of light to enter the room. "S-Sorry!" he 

apologized. 

Astrid could feel the strange looks from her parents, but she relaxed 
now that the room was dark once again. "I-It's okay," she replied. 

Why had she tensed up like that when the sunlight had entered her 
room? She liked her room to be bright Now that she really thought 
about it, Astrid found that she'd acted upon instinct. It was if her 
body had moved on its owna€ 1 but why? 

"Why don't you get some more rest, Astrid?" her mother broke the 
tension that had spread throughout the room. "I'll be in later with 
some chicken noodle soup." 

Astrid' s parents left the room. Now, it was only Astrid and Jay in 
the room. Jay was uncharacterist ically quiet, still a little startled 
from Astrid' s reaction to the light. Astrid was just as quiet, unsure 
how to apologize for acting the way she had. What could she even say? 
She did not even know, herself, why she had shied away from the 
sunlight . 

"Uha€ 1 I should probably get home. My mom probably has dinner ready," 
Jay spoke up. "I'll come back tomorrow, okay?" 

Astrid gave a slight nod and Jay left. The room felt so much larger 
when it was empty and Astrid had never felt more alone. She did not 
usually spend much time in her bedroom. Only if she was sicka€l which 
she was now. What sickness could she possibly have? Was there such an 
illness that came on as suddenly as this one had? If she was not 
better within a few days, Astrid knew that her mother would call for 
the village healer. Hopefully, if that happened, the healer could 
give Astrid some answers. 

Later Astrid' s mother, as promised, returned with a large bowl of 
homemade chicken noodle soup. Astrid had gotten some rest in the time 
since Jay left, but it had done nothing to help her feel better. In 
fact, when Astrid' s mother had shaken the girl from her sleep, Astrid 
woke to find that she felt even worse than when she'd fallen asleep. 
Astrid' s mother plopped the bowl of warm soup down for Astrid to eat. 
Normally, Astrid loved her mother's homemade chicken noodle soup, 
but, tonight, seeing the thin liquid broth with its chunks of 
chicken, cut carrots, and thick noodles, just made Astrid want to 
empty the very little contents of her stomach_**. I guess that's not 
too strange, **_ Astrid decided. _**Sometimes when you're sick you 



just don't want to eat. That doesn't stand out as weirda€ 1 even though 
this sickness just doesn't feel normal. **_ 

For several minutes, Astrid stared down at the soup bowl she held. 

She knew that she needed to eat if she wanted any hopes for a quick 
recovery. Still, every time she lifted the spoon, the uneasiness in 
her stomach would surface once again. Certain that she would not be 
eating tonight, Astrid set the full bowl of soup aside and lay back 
down. _**Hopefully if I get plenty of rest, I can still feel better 
quickeraC 1 even if I can't eat. **_ 


The next day passed in much the same way. Astrid slept for most of 
the day and night. Her waking time was spent in utter misery and 
pain. She could not eat and she rarely had to relieve herself. It was 
downright torture. 

The pain Astrid felt seemed to spread more with every passing hour. 

It had started with a splitting headache and spread down her back, 
clutching tightly at her chest, and down through her legs. It felt as 
though no part of her body was spared from this intense pain. 

The only bright spot in her day was when Jay kept his promise and 
stopped by to visit. Still wary from yesterday, he made no move to 
open the window shades. For this Astrid was grateful; she did not 
want to deal with the sun right now when she felt this awful. 

As Astrid' s condition continued to worsen, she could sense the 
concerns radiating from her parents (and from Jay as well) . They were 
all concerned for Astrid' s health that was quickly declining from 
this mysterious illness. Even Astrid was growing more nervous by the 
hour . 

After Jay left that evening, Astrid' s mother sat by her daughter's 
bedside and informed the girl that she would send for the healer 
tomorrow. Astrid thanked her mother and prayed that the healer could 
provide answers as to what sickness this was and what she could do to 
feel better. Astrid' s mother left, (taking the still-full bowl of 
chicken noodle soup with her) soon after relaying this information. 

As Astrid fell asleep, her thoughts were hopeful for the next day, 
but she had not the faintest idea that what she would hear tomorrow 
would not be the news she so desperately wanted to hear. 

■jk" ■jk" ■jk" 


><p><strong>Well , this chapter was actually almost finished when I 
took my short leave to go watch some of season 4 of Once Upon a Time. 
Anywaya€ 1 what ' s coming up in the next chapter? Tension! Drama! 
Answers! It'll be great. Haha . <strong> 

**Thank you all for reading and supporting Nightwalker ! * * 

**Posted: September 7, 2015** 


5. A Strange and Very Serious Condition 


**We're getting into the heart of the prologue. Yeah, can you believe 
that this is only still the prologue arc of Nightwalker? Anyway, the 



fun parts are just beginning. I'm super excited to bring you the next 
chapter of Nightwalker. I hope that you enjoy!** 


**Review Replies:** 

**_Guest (anonymous)_: Once Upon A Time is an amazing show. My 
friends (offline) kept telling me to watch it and I finally 
dida€ 1 anda€ 1 oh man, season 5 has been so intense! Thanksa€"I hope you 
enjoy this new chapter!** 

**_Guest (anonymous)_: Thanks! I'm glad that you like 
it ! ** 


* *_DauterFeralVigilanteDragonLady_: We'll know that backstory within 
the next few chapters. I'm thinking that will be revealed in chapter 
6. I can say, though, that it was not Hiccup and it's not Jay either. 
Jay'saGlgot a different backstory.** 

**_Sara lovelymusic_: Let's find out what the healer has to 
say ! ** 

_**Anonymous Noob the 2 * * * *nd* *_* * : You're welcomea€ 1 and then the 
school year started and the updates all came to a halta€ 1 That story 
will be revealed in chapter 6. Although, it's not as interesting a 
story as readers might guess it to be. Haha.** 

**_Midnight Wonders_: He will! The prologue, I'd guess, has about two 
or three chapters (including this one) left and then we get to 
present day when Hiccup will make his grand entrance. Jay reminds you 
of Jack? I guess that makes sense because I was pretty much obsessed 
with ROTG (mostly Jack) when I started writing this story. It shows, 
huh? Haha . * * 

**_Amaris Magic_: I'm glad that you're liking the story so far. 

Here's the update that you requested. Haha.** 

■jk" ■jk" ■jk" 


><p>Prologue<br>Chapter 5: A Strange and Very Serious Condition 
>Setting: Astrid's bedroom, 1712<p> 

Bright and early the next morning, Astrid's mother left to call on 
the village healer. Not that Astrid would've known, necessarily, how 
bright it was at that point of the day; she still felt the strange 
need to avoid the sunlight at all costs. 

Even after a night's rest, Astrid felt no better. This sickness that 
had stricken her was persistent. That was for certain. Hopefully, the 
healer would come and provide her with strong healing herbs and she 
would start feeling better before day's end. If not, then another 
long day of agony was just beginning. Just waiting for the healer to 
arrive was torture enough. Astrid could not rise from the bed. She 
had a headache and bouts of dizziness would overtake her any time she 
tried to sit up from her horizontal position. The sickness was 
quickly growing worse and it had Astrid wondering what exactly had 
afflicted her. 

The healer arrived later that morning. She was an elderly woman who 
had decades of experience working with the sick and injured. The 



healer started by placing the backside of her hand upon Astrid's 
forehead to check for fever. Surprisingly, there was no fever. In 
facta€""Your skin is ice cold, " the healer remarked, shocked to find 
no fever linked to this sickness. 

Astrid's mother had filled the healer in earlier that morning about 
the worsening symptoms, so the healer continued checking over Astrid 
in an attempt to find the cause of her sickness. 

When the healer had finished checking over Astrid, she looked between 
the sickened girl, her parents, and Jay. "In all my years as the 
village healer, I have never seen any sickness like this." She 
flipped through the pages of some of her medical books she had 
brought along. Within the pages of her books, the elderly healer had 
documented every illness she had come across and how she had treated 
them all. "There's nothing in any of my books that matches these 
symptoms," she confirmed. "I can tell you that I've never seen any 
illness in which the patient has an aversion to sunlight. That is an 
odd symptom. Combine that with the sudden worsening of all her other 
symptoms anda€ 1 we are dealing with a strange and very serious 
condition . " 

"W-What can we do to heal her?" Astrid mother nervously 
wondered . 

The healer did not look up from her book and, instead, continued 
flipping pages, hoping to find the answer that everyone desperately 
sought. "Ia€ll don't know if we can," she whispered sadly. 

Though the healer's words were soft, Astrid's parents and boyfriend 
still heard and they all let out a collective gasp. "I don't 
understand," Jay replied, his voice tense in frustration. "You're our 
village healer. There must be something you can do for 
Astrid ! " 

Finally, the healer looked up again at Astrid. What she saw 
frightened her and she stood up, shocking the three 
spectators . 

"What?" Astrid's mother asked. She did not like the sudden change in 
the healer's demeanor. 

"Your daughter," the healer began, her breath catching. "She's paler 
than she was just moments ago." 

"How can you tell?" Jay asked. How had he not noticed this? 

"What does this mean?" Astrid's father asked. 

"Now that is a symptom I have seen several times before, " the healer 
muttered, recalling some other cases of pallor in those she had 
treated in the past. She took a moment to flip between several pages 
recalling the similarities in each case. "All the times that I have 
seen pallor in a patient, it was due to a thinning of the blood. 

These cases were caused by reactions to mosquito bites." 

"Mosquito bites?" Jay asked. "You think a mosquito did this?" 

"No," the healer replied. "I've never seen a reaction this severe to 
a mosquito bite. Yet, she grows paler by the minute, so I do believe 



we are dealing with a blood infection of sorts, one that is causing 
it to thin rapidly." 


"Can you give her a medicinal herb to help her blood, then?" Astrid's 
father asked, desperate. 

The healer again flipped through her books, comparing her notes from 
the mosquito bite cases. "I'll give you the herb that I used with the 
other cases, buta€"and I know you don't want to hear ita€"I'm not 
optimistic that it will help. This caseaCjis much more severe than 
those . " 

Glancing between her books and Astrid, the healer scribbled down 
instructions for creating medicine. When she was finished, she passed 
the note to Astrid's mother. "The dosage is quite high because of the 
severity at which her blood is thinning. At this rate, the medicine 
might onlyaC 1 " her voice dropped volumeaC 1 "slow down the 
inevitable . " 

The healer stuck around just long enough to jot down notes about 
Astrid's condition and prescribed treatment before grabbing all her 
books and leaving the house. Astrid's parents and Jay solemnly 
watched the healer leave. This was not the news that any of them had 
expected or wanted to hear. 

"I'llaClgo mix up some medicine," Astrid's mother told them before 
leaving the room. Astrid's father followed to help. 

Jay knew that Astrid's parents did not approve of him as Astrid's 
boyfriend. They frowned upon his carefree nature, but right now he 
was grateful that they seemed content to leave him alone with her. He 
hated seeing Astrid this way, so sick, dying. "Astrid," he whispered, 
gently taking her hand and squeezing it in comfort. 

Weakly, Astrid opened her eyes. The room was blurry, but Jay's face 
slowly came into focus. "Jay," her voice was soft, weak from the 
sickness that ravaged her body. 

"H-How much did you hear?" Jay asked, worried that Astrid had heard 
the terrible diagnosis. 

"E-Everything, " she replied. "I'm nota€ 1 surprised, I guess. I feel 
terrible, " she replied, cracking a small smile in an attempt to 
lighten the situation. 

Jay frowned, knowing now that Astrid had heard the healer's words. 
"Well, you know what I think?" When Astrid didn't reply. Jay 
continued. "I think the healer's wrong. Your parents are mixing you 
up some medicine right now. Take that for a couple days and then 
you'll be all better and we'll go out and have some fun." 

Astrid smiled weakly at her boyfriend's optimism. She started to 
weakly shake her head when she heard a soft knock in the direction of 
her bedroom door. Her parents had returned with the medicine. Mrs. 
Hofferson helped Astrid to sit up and gently guided the cup of liquid 
to help Astrid drink. 

The bitter liquid reluctantly slid down Astrid's throat and it was 
all she could do to prevent herself from spitting it back up. 
Grimacing, Astrid attempted to back away from the remainder of the 



liquid in the cup. "This is awful!" she weakly retorted. 


"It's going to be strong. That's just the nature of the recipe that 
the healer provided. Astrid, you have to drink it or you won't feel 
any better," her mother urged gently. 

Reluctantly, Astrid gave in and managed to slowly down the remainder 
of the mix. Astrid' s parents left again, reminding her that she would 
be taking another cup of the medicine later before bedtime. Lying 
back on her bed, Astrid groaned. She felt so miserable and hoped that 
disgustingly bitter medicine would help her to feel better. 

Jay stayed by her bedside for the rest of the day. Astrid was 
comforted by his presence. It brought a weak smile to her face 
knowing that he was here with her when he could've been out doing 
what he did besta€"playing pranks throughout the village. 

Several hours after Astrid took her first dose of medication, there 
came another soft knock to her bedroom door. This time, her mother 
had not returned for her. It was not yet time to down more of that 
medicinal drink. 

"Jackson, your sister stopped by. You need to return home for 
dinner . " 

Jay, who had been sitting slumped slightly by Astrid' s bed, sat up 
straighter. He glanced warily down at Astrid; he really did not want 
to leave, but he knew how much his mother valued family dinners. 
Astrid must've seen the conflicted expression on his face because she 
smiled up at the boy and gently raised a hand to touch his cheek. 
"Go," she told him. "I'll still be here tomorrow." 

Nodding slightly. Jay leaned down and gave Astrid a quick gentle hug. 
Pulling back, he stood up and smiled down at his girlfriend. "Make 
sure you drink your medicine later, okay? I'll see you tomorrow." 

As Jay left Astrid' s home that night, he was unaware that he, in 
fact, would not be seeing her again tomorrowa€ 1 or ever. 


The next time Astrid saw her mother, the older Hofferson was dressed 
for bed and carrying the dreaded cup of medicine. Astrid groaned, but 
knew that she couldn't complain too much. 

"Feel any better?" Astrid' s mother asked as she passed the cup to her 
daughter . 

"A little, I guess, but not really," Astrid answered softly. The 
scent wafting off the warm liquid wasn't helping. 

"Drink the medicine and then get a good night's sleep. Maybe you'll 
feel better in the morning." 

Slowly, Astrid downed the medicine. It was a little easier this time, 
but it still tasted horrible. When she was finished, Astrid passed 
the empty cup back to her mother and then made herself comfortable to 
sleep. Her mother left, extinguishing the candlelight on her way out, 
bringing total darkness to Astrid' s bedroom. 



Astrid had trouble sleeping that night. The house grew quiet as her 
parents went to sleep, but still Astrid lay awake. She just couldn't 
get comfortable; her room felt soa€lcold. She pulled on extra wool 
blankets, but regardless of how many she piled on top of herself, she 
never felt any warmer. 

Time passed, growing later and later. Sometime, late in the evening, 
Astrid felt herself growing tired finally. A few hours before 
daybreak, Astrid' s body stilled and her eyes closed. 

■jk" ■jk" ■jk" 


><pXstrong>A nice long chaptera€ 1 and we're halfway through the 
prologuea€ 1 over halfway, actually. Two more chapters (I think) and 
then we move on to the main storyline. I'm thinking we'll get a POV 
change when we get to the main story. Actually, that's pretty likely. 
Hope that everyone enjoyed this chapter ! <strong> 

**P.S. I'm sure healers of this time didn't know about mosquitoes or 
blood-thinning, but ... whatever , just go with it, okay? 

Haha . ** 

**Thank you all for reading and supporting Nightwalker ! * * 

**Posted: December 1, 2015** 


6. Welcome To Eternity 

**How about that cliffhanger at the end of the last chapter? Shizz 
just got real, guys! Anyway, it's really going to pick up from 
herea€lwell, after this chapter, but this is the chapter where many 
of your questions will be answered, so I'm sure you'll all still 
enjoy it . ** 

**By the way, I am taking my own mythology into the ideas of the 
vampiresa€ 1 nightwalkers , so it may be different than some of you are 
used to when thinking of these creatures of night. It shouldn't be 
too different, though. I'm just going to be combining some ideas from 
other sources along with my own headcanons about these types of 
beings. Just figured I would mention that before we get going too 
deep into the story.** 

**Review Replies:** 

_**Amaris Magic**_**: Thanks. Originally, I thought about starting in 
modern times and leaving readers to figure out the backstory along 
with Hiccup. However, as I planned out this story, I came up with 
this elaborate backstory for Astrid and had to write it out first. 
Also, I'm glad that you enjoyed "Brave". It's always great to hear 

from readers who have checked out several of my stories on this site. 
* * 


_* *Aqua Jinx* *_* * : We will see Hiccup in the next chapter. This 
chapter finishes off the prologue. Also, I'm thinking there are not 
going to be dragons in this story. (Toothless will make an appearance 
in a different form) . With already having vampiresa€ 1 well , 
nightwalkers, I don't want to go supernatural-overboard.** 

_**Sara lovelymusic* *_* * : We shall find out the fate of Astrid in 



this chapter. Next chapter, we'll see Hiccup. Hopefully we'll start 
to answer some of those questions here in this chapter.** 


_**The Shadow Fright Dragon**_**: I love when readers don't know what 
directions my stories will take. It keeps them reading. Let's find 
out what happened with Astrid.** 

_* *miportuga* *_* * : Yeah, I'm worried for her tooa€ 1 and I know what's 
going to happen.** 

_**Guest (anonymous) **_** : Thanks! Yeah, there will definitely be 
Hiccstrid. ** 

_**Silver Blue Eyed Wolf**_**: I know! Wasn't it a great cliffhanger? 
It wasa€lbut it wasn't. Okay, I can't really talk because I know what 
happens. Here's the next chapter!** 

■jk" ■jk" ■jk" 


><p>Prologue<br>Chapter 6: Welcome To Eternity 
>Setting: A dark but otherwise unknown place<p> 

Astrid opened her eyes, but it was so dark that she had to blink 
several times to determine if she had actually done so. _**It must 
still be night. **_ The last thing Astrid remembered was falling 
asleep. Still, something felt off and Astrid could not immediately 
place this strange feeling. _**Am I still in my bed?**_ She had heard 
talk around the village of some who would sometimes take walks in 
their sleep and walk to find themselves in unfamiliar places. Astrid 
had never had that problem, but there was always a first time for 
everything. Astrid was beginning to wonder if that was the case, 
though, because this place did not have that familiar comfortable 
feeling of her bed. 

Pushing herself to sit up, Astrid felt something stiff and rather 
unpleasant. Slowly, her vision adjusted to the darkness and Astrid, 
with the help of the moonlight, caught sight of what she had just 
touched. _**Aa€lA corpse. Oh gods!**_ Resisting the urge to scream, 
Astrid jumped to her feet and backed away from the lifeless 
body . 

Breathing deeply, Astrid reminded herself to relax. _**Clearly, I did 
take a walk in my sleep just like those others have before. Why of 
all places though, would I lead myself here? Surely that's what 
happened. My parents wouldn ' ta€ 1 * *_ 

That's when Astrid noticed it, the way she had easily jumped to her 
feet. _**I'm not sick anymore! I can't believe that disgusting 
medicine worked! Maybe thisa€ 1 sleepwalking thing was brought on by 
that medicine. Well, it doesn't matter. I'm cured. I need to get home 
and tell my parents. They will be so over joyeda€ 1 and just wait until 
Jay finds out tomorrow! **_ Astrid' s thoughts raced a mile a 
minute . 

She was just about to race back toward her home when a man's voice 
stopped her. "Halt!" 

Tensing, Astrid turned to face the man. He wore a suit of black and, 
fluttering in the light night breeze, a cape with a red velvet 
interior. His skin was a pale shade of white and the moonlight 



glinted off shiny and sharp white fangs. 


Astrid's breath caught in her chest. She had heard the stories of 
dangerous creatures who roamed the earth at night and now her stupid 
sickness and effects from that disgusting medicine had pitted her 
against one. _**There ' s**_ _**no way I can fight and win against this 
guy. The stories all say that they are surprisingly strong. I have no 
chance . Well, that victory was short-lived. Cured only to die moments 
later. Great. **_ 

The man must've noticed Astrid's fear because he told her. "Worry 
not. I have not come to hurt you." He chuckled to himself as if he 
had just thought of some inside joke. "Besides, I cannot hurt you 
anyway. You are safe." 

Astrid relaxed slightly. "What do you want then? I have to get home. 

I was never supposed to be out here and I have to tell my parents 
thataC 1 " 

"That you are not sick anymore?" the man asked, but the way he'd 
phrased it gave Astrid the impression that it was not actually a 
question . 

"How did you know what I was going to say?" Astrid narrowed her eyes. 
"You did not just read my mind, did you?" 

"I have my ways," the man replied with a smile. Again, he seemed to 
know something that Astrid did not and it bothered her. His smile 
disappeared quickly though. "I cannot allow you to return to the 
place you called home." 

Crossing her arms, Astrid scowled at this man who thought he had the 
power to control her actions. "And just who are you to tell me what I 
can and cannot do, anyway?" 

"My name is Dracula and I am the head of the 
nightwalkers . " 

"Dracula?" Astrid replied, raising an eyebrow in suspicion. "Oh, 
please. He's just a character in the tales the elders in the village 
tell to discourage children from leaving the house at night. You 
don't scare me." 

"Then it is a good thing that I am not here to 'scare you' . And, yes, 
I am Dracula. I am the first nightwalker. My condition came about as 
a defect I've had since birth. That is how nightwalkers are created. 


"OkayaClthis has gotten weird fast." _**i can't believe I am talking 
with a fictionalized person. There's no way that those stories could 
possibly be true.**_ "Look, Dracula," Astrid asserted, a hint of 
suspicion and disbelief still gracing her voice. "I said it before. 
You can't stop me from going back to my home, so step aside and let 
me pass . " 

Pushing her way past the man who claimed to be Dracula, Astrid walked 
toward her house. As she walked away, Astrid heard Dracula call back 
to her and his words froze her in her tracks. 

"Fine. Go back to your home," he told her, his voice flat and stoic. 



"Don't say I did not warn you when your parents die from the 
shock . " 

Astrid whirled around angrily to face Dracula who had not moved from 
his previous spot. "What are you even talking about?" she yelled. 
"That they would be shocked to see me alive and well? This is what 
they wanted. They'll be overjoyed!" she continued to yell, stepping 
closer to Dracula once again. 

"First, I would not yell. You don't want to attract attention. 

Second, while I agree that you are well, you are most definitely not 
alivea€lat least not in your definition of the word." 

Astrid, who had tensed in her anger, relaxed only slightly, confused 
by this new revelation. "Uha€lwhat?" 

Stepping closer to Astrid, Dracula 's face reflected an expression 
that looked close to sadness. "Astrid, what I have come to tell you 
is not an easy topic, to listen to or to speak about. I need you to 
hear me out and keep an open mind. Can you do that for me?" 

Astrid was still skeptic. How could she answer that question? How 
could she be expected to "keep an open mind" when she had no idea 
what she was about to hear? 

"Or, " Dracula suggested, "would it be easier for you if I adopt this 
f orm? " 

There was a flash of smoke and when it cleared Dracula was replaced 
by Jay. Astrid backed away a step or two. "J-Jaya€l" 

"Jackson is not here, " Dracula reminded Astrid, but she could almost 
convince herself that he was. Even the voice in which Dracula had 
spoken sounded so much like Jay. "Now, listen to me, Astrid. Your 
life has changed immensely. What has happened to you is horrific and 
I would not wish it upon anyone, but it has happened and now you must 
accept it . " 

The only thing that convinced Astrid that she was not here with Jay 
was the formal manner of speaking which Dracula seemed to use, as if 
he was centuries olda€l which he probably was. Jay was always carefree 
and spoke in such informal ways; it was weird to hear Dracula 's 
formalities spoken in Jay's voice. Though, Astrid was grateful that 
Dracula had assumed the look of her boyfriend and that almost made up 
for the anger that she felt that thisa€ 1 whatever he wasa€lhad again 
read her mind (because she was definitely convinced that he had pried 
his way into her thoughts) . 

"A few nights ago," Dracula continued in Jay's voice, "you were 
bitten by a strange person, is that correct?" 

It was a little hard for Astrid to remember. The sickness must've 
affected her mind. Still, she could vaguely remember that night with 
Jaya€ 1 and that creature that had attacked her in the woods. She 
nodded to answer Dracula 's question. 

"Then, you become very ill, yes?" 


Again, Astrid nodded. Even if her thoughts from the strange night had 
become jumbled, her memory of the illness was clear as day. There was 



no way she could ever forget that agony and torture. 


"That person in the woods, " Dracula explained, "was, what we 
nightwalkers call, a rogue, a nightwalker who sought out the blood of 
a living human. In his case, he was a fledgling and at a stage where 
it is extremely difficult to control his thirst for blood, or "blood 
cravings" as we sometimes refer to it. Contrary to the tales the 
living humans tell to their children, we do not approve of this 
practice, taking our blood meals from the living humans, and you can 
probably figure out why. When a nightwalker feeds on the blood of a 
living human, that human will, in turn, become a nightwalker 
themselvesaC 1 and, as you found out, the process is quite 
painful . " 

Astrid gaped at what she had just heard. _**Does that meanaC 1 ? 
**_"Soa€ 1 you ' re saying that I'm aa€l?" she began, unable to bring 
herself to use that word to describe herself. 

"Yes, Astrid Hofferson. You are a nightwalker now. That illness was 
your body's response to the 'turning process'. It is regretfully 
painful as your blood thins. That is why we drink blooda€"because a 
nightwalker ' s body does not produce it." He must've noticed Astrid's 
quick breathing as she took in everything that she was hearing 
because Dracula next informed her, "You don't need to breathe either, 
actually. Nightwalkers roam the earth, but we are not 
alive . " 

"SoaClit's all true, then? Everything they mentioned in those village 
stories? The aversion to sunlight and all those different 'charms' or 
whatever to ward off vampires?" 

"Very many of the things that you have likely heard in these stories 
are indeed true. For instance, you noticed the resistance to sunlight 
during your illness. It is unknown to even I why we nightwalkers must 
avoid sunlight. Though we nightwalkers are all-but immortal, sunlight 
is one of the few things that will end our existence. Among other 
things that, like sunlight, will terminate our existence are wooden 
stakes, garlic, and the crucifix. There are several other things and 
I will teach you about all of that." 

Astrid had so many questions, but she couldn't speak them; she had 
been silenced by the realization and acknowledgement of all that was 
happening. _**i just woke up into the worst nightmare 
ever ! * *_ 

Dracula must have seen a questioning expression upon Astrid's face 
because he asked her (in another of those annoying questions that was 
phrased as a statement), "You have questions. I can answer any 
question you have. Please, ask me the questions that are weighing on 
your mind . " 

Sighing, Astrid consented. "Fine. Am I seriously never going to age 
another day? What types of meals will I have to eat now? Am I going 
to develop strange 'powers' like you?" She asked her questions in 
quick succession, not giving Dracula an opportunity to answer until 
she ran out of questions. 

"Okay, I will now give you the answers you seek. First, yes, you will 
not grow any older. Your appearance will always be that of a 
twenty-year old young woman. Before you ask about me, I will answer 



that too. Though my condition was a defect from birth, I still grew 
up as normal. The nightwalker defect (when inflicted at birth) will 
decide when to take its effect. For me, it chose to wait nearly forty 
years. Next, you asked about meals. As I mentioned before, feeding 
off the blood of a living human is strictly forbidden. There may be 
instances where humans will seek out nightwalkers and beg to be 
turned. The Council of Nightwalkers, our governing body, is adamant 
about the rules of these instances. I will explain those in more 
detail throughout your fledgling training. For meals, most 
nightwalkers prey upon the blood of animals. Trust me, it's no 
different from the blood that used to flow through your body. You'll 
get used to it. Food and drink that you used to consume in your 
mortal life will no longer sustain you. You must feed upon blood 
Council is working to develop something they're calling "blood 
packets" which would make it easier to feed, but they're not ready 
for use just yet." 

The information was much to take in, as Astrid had expected, but 
she'd prefer knowing the answers than working to figure everything 
out on her own. 

"As for developing powers, that varies between nightwalkers, but I 
can say with some certainty that you will most likely develop some 
abilities that you did not have as a living human. It can take quite 
a while, but that matters not when you have eternity." 

Knowing that Dracula had to be centuries old, Astrid grew curious as 
to what abilities he possessed. "So, what powers do you have, 
then? " 

"I have many," Dracula answered, still in Jay's familiar voice. 
"Obviously, you can see that I have the ability to shapeshift. Many 
nightwalkers can only shapeshift into animals. Taking on the form of 
a human, living or deceased, is an extremely difficult process. In 
addition to the shapeshift ing, I can also read minds (which I can 
tell you figured out as well) . Also, I can invoke influence upon 
others. That ability is called hypnosis. However, I do not use it 
often. Lastly, I can see moments in time, both past and future. That 
ability can be greatly useful. Of course, the abilities that I have 
are not guaranteed to be the abilities that you will develop. Every 
nightwalker ' s abilities differ, as I mentioned earlier." 

"You said that it's difficult shapeshift ing and taking a human form. 

I can understand that it would be hard to take on the form of someone 
who is dead. That would definitely create some hysteria and confusion 
among the living. I guess it's not as hard to take on the form of 
someone who is alive, like you're doing now with Jay." 

In a flash of smoke, Dracula assumed his regular appearance. "I only 
took on that form because I saw in your mind that this boy was 
important to you. Unfortunately, as I also told you, I can see 
moments in both the past and future and I can affirm to you that this 
boy is also no longer among the living." 

"W-What?" Astrid stuttered. _**That can't be right. Jay can't bea€ 1 
**_"! don't understand. Jay wasn't bitten by thata€lthat rogue, I 
guess you called it." 

"You are correct, " Dracula confirmed. "Jackson was not bitten by the 
rogue fledgling. That is not how he died. I will tell you, though. 



that Jackson died a hero, a savior. His sister's life was threatened 
and he saved hera€ 1 at the cost of his own." 

Dracula's gaze turned skyward. "It will be light out soon. We need to 
take shelter before the sun comes up. Follow me and I will show you 
to my shelter. Tomorrow night, we will begin your fledgling 
training . " 

He began to walk away from the village, but Astrid remained rooted to 
the spot. _**Could it be? Is Jay reallya€ 1 ? * *_ The only thing that 
made the news easier was the knowledge that she wouldn't be seeing 
him again even if he was still alive. That part of her life was over; 
it had died right along with her humanity. Walking quickly, Astrid 
caught up to Dracula. It wasn't like she had much of a choice. She 
had nowhere else to goa€ 1 yet . 

As she walked near Dracula, following him to this so-called shelter, 
the older nightwalker looked down upon her with a smile that 
concealed his fangs. "Welcome to eternity." 

■jk" ■jk" ■jk" 


><pXstrong>Honest ly , I knew even before writing it that this chapter 
was going to be long. Needed to explain a fair amount of the 
nightwalker mythology that will provide the basis of this story, ya 
know? There'll be more of that to come as the story progresses. 
<strong> 

**And that brings us to the end of the prologue! Main storyline 
begins with the next chapter. Get excited!** 

**Thank you all for reading and supporting Nightwalker!** 

**Posted: December 31, 2015** 


7. Irrational Fear--Nothing Ever Changes 

**Told you all that I ' d be back soon! It was just a two-week hiatus 
this time. Well, as promised, the main storyline of Nightwalker 
begins now! Hope you're ready for a new character. Not an 
OCa€ 1 justa€ 1 a character who hasn't been in this story 
yet . ** 

**Review Replies:** 

**The Silent Fury: Now? Haha. You'll see!** 

**Anonymous Noob the 2****nd****: Great question! Allow me to explain 
(because some readers may also have had that question) what was going 
on in that scene. The place where Astrid awoke is a location where 
the village would store the recently dead before they had the chance 
to give them a proper burial. Unknown to Astrid, chapter 6 takes 
place the night after the conclusion of her turning (which, as 
Dracula mentioned, requires the living human to die) . So, 
timeline-wise, she slept deeply through the day and then slipped away 
to death in the early evening. The sun was all-but down by the time 
her body was taken to the corpse pile. As for Jay's death, no, Astrid 
did not kill him. Hope that answered your questions! Also, I looked 
up the dog breed that you mentioned. They really are an impressive 



breed. I think I may have to use that suggestion when I get around to 
incorporating Toothless into the story. Usually, when I make him a 
dog, I make him a black lab, but I like this breed better.** 

**Sara lovelymusic: Yes! Last chapter was a pretty good one, huh? As 
for your question, I'd say that's a probable guess. Happy New Year! I 
hope yours has been going splendidly so far.** 

■jk" ■jk" ■jk" 


><p>Chapter 7: Irrational Feara€"Nothing Ever Changes<br>Sett ing : 
Berk, a small town in central Pennsylvania, close to the state 
capitol city, 2005 

"a€lthen the tall pale-faced man turned, moonlight glinting off of 
his sharp and long white teeth and he saida€ 1 " The boy telling the 
story grinned and deepened his voice as best he could (quite a task 
for a 10-year old boy) "'Welcome to eternity'." 

The other boys, crowded around the campfire all jumped. 

"Snotlout, that is not funny!" the heavy-set blond screeched. 

"What? Are you afraid of the vampires, Fishlegs?" the other blond, 
thinner with greasy long hair, asked. 

"N-No, Tuffnut. Don't be ridiculous," Fishlegs answered, but his 
voice still took on a slight quiver and the boys (sans one) all 
snickered when Fishlegs turned to take a careful glance at the 
surrounding forest. 

"Alright, Boy Scouts, " a Scott ish-accented voice boomed, instantly 
grabbing their attention. "It's time to get to bed. Long day ahead of 
us tomorrow. We're finishing our final survival day and, once we've 
earned that badge, it's time to return home." The troop leader, 
affectionately nicknamed Gobber, put out the fire and made his way to 
his private tent. 

Each boy had been assigned to be "tent buddies" with a fellow troop 
member. Samuel "Snotlout" Jorgenson and Timothy "Tuffnut" Thorsten 
had been paired with each other. Franklin "Fishlegs" Ingermann was 
paired with the remaining boy, the timid Hanson Harrison 
Haddocka€"better known as "Hiccup" . Hiccup had kept quiet during 
scary story time, but his cousin Snotlout 's story had really scared 
him; he wasn't all that brave to begin with, actually. Quietly, 

Hiccup walked with Fishlegs to their nearby tent. Fishlegs, one of 
Hiccup's only friends, was used to the boy's silence and did not try 
to initiate conversation; when Hiccup wanted to talk, he 
would . 

Hiccup lay awake that night. He stared up toward the pointed top of 
the tent as his thoughts sped through his mind. Hiccup hated Boy 
Scouts. He was only enrolled in the program because his father 
thought it would "be good" for him. He hated the nickname that had 
come out of Boy Scouts. Sure, everyone in the troop had a nickname. 
Even their Scout Leader was nicknamed Gobber. Still, though. Hiccup 
hated his nickname. The nickname had circulated around Berk 
Elementary School and now everyone called him "Hiccup" . Even his 
teachers and his parents called him by that cursed nickname. He 
couldn't get away from it! It hadn't been his fault that he'd gotten 



that particularly nasty case of the hiccups ! Now he was forever 
tormented by it ! 


Somewhere close by in the forest, a twig snapped and Hiccup bolted 
upright with a gasp. The sudden movement woke Fishlegs who had fallen 
asleep a short time ago. Hiccup's breathing quickened as he looked 
toward where he'd heard the noise. 

"Hiccup?" Fishlegs questioned sleepily. 

Slowly, Hiccup lay back down. "It's okay. Go back to sleep, 

Fishlegs . " 

"Are you okay. Hiccup? You've been pretty quiet since Snotlout's 
vampire story. Quiet even for you." 

"Yeah, I'm fine," Hiccup answered quickly, hoping that his 
affirmation didn't make Fishlegs more suspicious. "We need to sleep. 
You heard what Gobber said." 

Closing his eyes. Hiccup tried to sleep, but dreams of vampires 
plagued, tormenting his sleep, all night. 


Hiccup woke up to the sound of his alarm, set to wake him up for 
another wonderful day of school. He'd had the dream again. Actually, 
it was more like a nightmare. Why did his mind insist on tormenting 
him with that memory of Snotlout's vampire story? It had been five 
years since that night and Hiccup was still irrationally scared of 
vampires. Didn't help that society was absolutely fascinated by the 
idea of vampires. The Twilight series and The Vampire Diaries TV show 
were both extremely popular among the girls of Berk High School. It 
also didn't help that Hiccup couldn't really voice his fears to 
anyone. How ridiculous was it to be scared of creatures that didn't 
even exist? 

Picking up his pace so that he didn't miss the bus. Hiccup threw on a 
simple pair of brown pants and a long green tunic. Over the tunic, he 
added a brown vest that matched his pants. For the final touch. 

Hiccup pulled on a pair of brown boots. 

Though he was not hungry. Hiccup ate a quick bowl of cereal to 
satisfy his parents before leaving the house to walk to his bus stop. 
Because he lived at the top of a small hill. Hiccup had to take the 
five-minute walk down to the main road to his bus stop. It was fine 
in the early fall and late spring. Hiccup enjoyed the brief moment of 
peace and solitude. Most of the school year, when it was dark during 
Hiccup's morning walk, the five minutes it took him to walk down his 
driveway to the main road felt like a lifetime. Not that he expected 
a vampire or one of his other irrational fears (werewolves, zombies, 
etc.) to jump from the shadows and bite him, but that wouldn't stop 
other animals from doing so. When Hiccup was younger (in elementary 
school and his early years of middle school) , his parents would give 
him a ride down to the main road; it was nice because he was safe and 
warm (during the winter months. Berk could get quite cold) . Now that 
he was older, they didn't and if he begged for that ride. Hiccup knew 
his father would give him that look again. The one that clearly 
mocked the boy's small stature. 



The school year had only just started few weeks ago, so it was still 
bright and warm for Hiccup's morning walk. He was almost to the main 
road when Hiccup heard a twig snap in the woods nearby. Instantly, 
Hiccup's mind flashed back to that night in the tent with Fishlegs. 
_**It can't be a vampire because it's daylight. It can't be a 
werewolf because there is no full moon in the sky. What if it's a 
zombie?**_ Hiccup's mind instantly feared the worst and Hiccup raced 
down the rest of the hill. 

The bus could not come soon enough. Not that the atmosphere on the 
bus was any better, but at least Hiccup knew he would be safe from 
whatever it was that had been lurking in the woods. _**Wish I could 
say that I was also safe froma€l**_ 

"What's the matter. Hiccup?" A voice taunted from the seat behind the 
still-slightly-gasping boy. "Were the vampires chasing you again?" 
Snotlout laughed as if the idea itself was hilarious. "Newsflash, 
Useless, the sun is out, so the vampires are not." 

Hiccup rolled his eyes and sunk down in his seat, hoping that his 
cousin would leave him alone. "That was five years ago," Hiccup 
muttered. Not that it actually mattered. Nothing ever changed. The 
bus ride was always torture. Arriving at Berk High School everyday 
did little to alleviate the situation. At school, the other students 
ignored Hiccup, leaving him on his own to face the torment from 
Snotlout . 

Pulling out a book. Hiccup opened it and pretended to read. It would 
make him sick if he actually did try to read the words upon the page, 
but he had become adept at flipping pages every so often to keep up 
the appearance that he was actually doing something. Usually, 

Snotlout would not torment Hiccup if the smaller boy was "reading". 
Usually . 

A short while later, the bus stopped outside the front doors of Berk 
High School. The small high school stood, waiting, appearing the same 
as it always did. Again, nothing ever changed. It was always the same 
students who entered the school and the same students who would exit 
at the end of the school day. Families did not often move out of the 
school district and it was even rarer for Berk High School to welcome 
new students (even between school years) . The Berk School District 
community was tight-knit and, in some ways, that was quite okay with 
Hiccup. Everyone knew each other and it was quite common to 
completely recognize the names and faces of every student in your 
graduating class. 

That was why it was so strange when the school principal stopped by 
Hiccup's homeroom that morning. The principal, in his freshly-pressed 
suit, stepped into the room and informed the class that a new student 
would be joining their homeroom and asked all students to welcome her 
to Berk High School. A blonde girl stepped into the classroom after 
the principal and Hiccup found that he could not take his eyes off of 
her. Her blonde hair was pulled back into a neat single braid and her 
bright blue eyes seemed to sparkle, catching the light from the 
ceiling of the classroom and reflecting it back out over the staring 
students . 

"Good morning, " the girl spoke in a voice so uncharacterist ic of a 
new student. She didn't sound timid or nervous. It sounded like she 
had given new student introductions many times before. 



_**Maybe she's from a military family?**_ Hiccup reasoned. 

"Thanks for the welcome. I'm looking forward to getting to know all 
of you. My name is Astrid Hofferson." 

■jk" ■jk" ■jk" 


><pXstrong>Not much of a cliffhangera€ 1 unless you've been keeping up 
with this story. Soa€lyeah, it's a bit of a cliffhanger. Now I just 
have to go back into my notes and figure out the plot points I came 
up with for this story. Maybe I should write them 
downa€ 1 <strong> 

**P.S. Hiccup's irrational fears are based on mine. Those three are 
the three things that I'm technically afraid ofa€ 1 and here I am 
writing a vampire story. That's kinda been hard for mea€ 1 especially 
when I type up chapters late at night. ** 

**Also, before I forget again, I know nothing about Boy Scouts. I was 
not one, soa€ 1 hopefully that scene was portrayed well enough. I did a 
little research, but only a little.** 

**Thank you all for reading and supporting Nightwalker ! * * 

**Posted: January 17, 2016** 


8. The Enigma That Is Astrid Hofferson 

**I actually started "writing" this chapter earlier, but then I 
realized that I had no idea what would happen in this chapter. So, I 
paused to create a rough outline for the story. For some reason, I 
just need some semblance of structure before I write. It's weird. 
Haha . ** 

**Review Replies:** 

_**Sara lovelymusic* *_* * : Yes! He has arrived! Haha.** 

_**Anonymous Noob the 2** **nd**_**: You are most welcome! The 

questions about Astrid will be answered. Probably not in this 
chapter, but very soon.** 

_**Guest (anonymous )**_** : Thanks! I'm glad that you like my 
stories . * * 

_* *TheSilentFury* *_* * : That will be quite a story when Hiccup learns 
this detaila€lif he learns it! Haha.** 

* *_firef lower (anonymous)_: Good question! I don't actually have any 
fanart for this fanfiction because I can't draw. Haha. Although (a 
general notice, really), if anyone wants to draw some, I ' d be down 
for that. Haha. ** 

**_Kurokawa Kazunari_: Looks like you're starting to figure this 
story out! I will say, though, thata€"as with all my storiesa€" just 
when you think you have some idea. I'll throw in a YN-twist just to 
keep you on your toes. The "How is Astrid at school during the day?" 
question will be answered within a few chapters. It's been in my 



plans since the development stages of prewriting. Haha. Also, this 
chapter is longa€"almost triple my usual length!** 

■jk" ■jk" ■jk" 


><pXspan>Chapter 8: The Enigma That Is Astrid 
Hofferson<span> 

"Thanks for the welcome. I'm looking forward to getting to know all 
of you. My name is Astrid Hofferson." 

"Well, welcome to Berk High School, Astrid, " the homeroom teacher 
greeted. "You may take the seat next to Haddock in the back of the 
room . " 

Hiccup cringed. It wasn't that he wasn't looking forward to sitting 
next to the new girl, but she was just soa€ 1 perfect . And he 
wasa€ 1 Hiccup, just Hiccup. Astrid was pretty, probably now the 
prettiest girl in school and Hiccup could feel his throat closing in 
on itself as Astrid walked toward her seat. _**Good thing homeroom is 
only ten minutes in length. Still, how will I ever focus on 

completing last minute homework now? Guess I'll just fail. 

* * 

Chancing a glance at Astrid, Hiccup watched as she looked over all 
her new student paperwork. _**i wonder if she needs help finding her 
classes. Berk High School can be pretty confusing to navigate. Still, 
would it be weird if I asked her if she needed help?**_ 

Before Hiccup could decide, he heard someone whisper to Astrid, a 
flirtatious edge to the masculine voice. "Hey, you need any help? 
Because, you know, I'd be the perfect person to ask." _**Of course, 
it just had to be Sam. You'd never guess that he and I were 
cousins ! * *_ 

"Jorgenson!" their homeroom teacher barked out Samuel's last name. 
"You know the expectations! Silent homeroom!" 

Hiccup resisted the urge to snicker slightly. _**About time someone 
put Snotlout in his place! **_ 

The bell rang, signaling the end of homeroom and students exited to 
make their way to their first period classes. Hiccup hung back 
slightly and tried to muster up some courage to introduce himself to 
the new girl. He noticed that she seemed to take slightly longer to 
pack up her papers. _**Maybe she's more nervous than she lets 
on?**_ 


Students began to filter into the room that served as Hiccup's and 
Astrid' s homeroom. _**How horrible !**_ Hiccup commented silently. 
_**First period Algebra with Mrs. Wenton. There really are kids out 
there who are more unlucky than me!**_ 

Hiccup approached the door at the same time as Astrid. "Uha€lhey?" he 
greeted once they had both exited out into the bustling hallway. His 
voice sounded weak even to himself. "Welcome to Berk High School. 

Need any help finding any of your classes?" 


"Hi," Astrid greeted. "I think I'll be okay. The office gave me a map 
of the school. Besides, I'm used to being the "new student". 



Mya€l family moves often. 


Her words faltered slightly and Hiccup took notice but he did not 
comment. "Well, our school's pretty easy to navigate. All freshman 
core classesa€"you know. Math, English, Science, and Historya€"are 
held in this wing. Althougha€ 1 what math class are you taking? Some 
are held upstairs in the sophomore wing." 

Hiccup watched as Astrid looked down her schedule, finally finding 
her afternoon math class. "Geometry during period 8 in room 
2 0 8 ." 

"Ah, yeah, that one is upstairs and that reminds me of another trick. 
For the most part, classrooms are numbered strategically. The room 
numbers that begin with one are on the first floor and the room 
numbers that begin with two are upstairs. There are some room numbers 
that begin with three, but they're over near the gym. I think they 
ran out of numbers when they went to number those rooms because 
they're located in the school's newest addition that openeda€ 1 almost 
ten years ago now." 

Taking a quick glance up at the clock on the wall. Hiccup saw that he 
only had a minute to make it to his first class on time. He wasn't 
worried; his classroom was just a very short distance down the hall 
from homeroom. _**Hopefully Astrid will make it to her first class on 
timea€lbut she's new, so they'll probably be lenient with her 
today. **_ "Soa€lany questions before we go our separate ways to 
period 1?" 

"Just one. Who are you? I meana€ 1 you helped me out and never actually 
told me your name." 

_**Huha€lI guess I never did actually introduce myself. 

* *_"Oha€ 1 sorry . My name is Hansona€lbut most people refer to me as 
Hiccup. It's a nickname that my cousin Sam Jorgensona€ 1 that guy from 
homerooma€ 1 came up with and it kindaa€ 1 stuck . Some of the teachers 
even call me 'Hiccup' now. It's not the best name, but there are some 
days when it feels even more familiar to me than my real 
name . " 

"Well then. Hiccup, " Astrid replied, slowing the nickname as she 
spoke, testing it. "I thank you for the help. See you around." 

They went their separate ways and Hiccup walked into his first class, 
just barely making it into the room before the bell rang. _**i can't 
believe it. I actually spoke with the beautiful new girla€ 1 Astrid . I 
spoke with her and surviveda€ 1 better yet, nothing embarrassing 
happened. Yes!**_ 

"Hanson Haddock! Take your seat! The bell already rang so sit now or 
I'm marking you tardy." 

_**Way to ruin my good moment. Teach! **_ "Of course," Hiccup 
answered, looking down as he took his seat. 

Hiccup figured that he would not see Astrid Hofferson again. Berk 
High School had a large student population and the chance of 
encountering one specific student in the hallways was lowa€"which was 
good when Hiccup determined the possibility of running into his 
overpowering cousin Samuel "Snotlout" Jorgenson. 



As Hiccup had expected, he did not run into Astrid againa€ 1 until 4th 
period. During 4th period. Hiccup had Career Development /Planning, a 
class run by their grade level guidance counselor and required of all 
freshmen students. Apparently, the school's idea of preparing 
students for post-secondary education and employment was to "check 
in" with them every other year and require them to take classes that 
would "open your eyes to your options and opportunities". It was a 
two-part class. This year, every other day, was the Career 
Development part. Determining your options and creating a plan based 
on what you thought you wanted to do after high school. Then, in two 
years, they would meet again in class with their guidance counselor 
to plan for what they would do after their senior year of high 
school. Also, in 11th grade Career Planning class, they would learn 
about resumes and interviews and other practical skills related to 
job searches. 

Though Hiccup was grateful for these classes, he knew that it would 
do little to help him; his future had been determined from birth. The 
only decision he had to make was to determine which prestigious 
business program he would enroll into after high school. Being the 
son of the CEO of Berk's largest corporation. Hiccup was expected to 
join his father's staff and eventually take over when his father 
retired. Even though Hiccup's' career path was already decided, he 
was still required to take both career classes and pass them before 
he could graduate. 

Hiccup had been working on finishing his Career Development homework 
to turn in at the start of class when Astrid walked into the large 
classroom. The large class of students grew quiet when Astrid walked 
in the door. The absence of noise is what caught Hiccup's attention 
and he looked up. His pencil slipped from his hands but he made no 
move to pick it up again. He hadn't expected that Astrid would be 
placed in his Career Development class. 

Their guidance counselor, Mrs. Bana, had sat students in alphabetical 
order at the start of the school year and she was determined not to 
mess up that order. Eor that reason, she asked all students seated 
after Hanson Haddock to move one seat back so that Astrid Hofferson 
could have the seat directly behind Hanson. 

During today's period, Mrs. Bana had a worksheet that the students 
would use to complete some in-class research. Everyone in the class 
would decide on a college major that they could possibly see 
themselves studying. Then, they would look into three different 
colleges or universities and, using the worksheet, determine their 
total costs for a possible four years of study. 

Once Mrs. Bana had finished giving the instructions and handing out 
the worksheets. Hiccup walked over to the laptop cart and fought his 
way through his classmates to grab a laptop. The laptops were always 
slow to load after logging in, so Hiccup knew that he had a couple 
minutes to look down the worksheet. _**Oh greata€ 1 I don't think I 
even want to know how much it'll cost to attend the prestigious type 
of business school that my dad wants me to attend. **_ 

As he read down the worksheet. Hiccup felt a small tap on her right 
shoulder. Turning around, he saw Astrid staring at him from behind 
her laptop. "Sorry to bother you, but could you help me?" she asked 
him in a whisper . 



Hiccup blinked, gaping slightly. Astrid was asking him for help? Was 
that really so odd? She was new, after alla€lbut he was Hiccup; few 
ever even talked with him and no one ever asked him for help. 
"Uha€lyou're not bothering me," he whispered back, silently cursing 
his stammering reaction. "What do you need help 
with?" 

"Wella€ 1 logging into the laptop. I think they may have briefly 
explained it to me, but I don't remember. They gave me a lot of 
information this morning." 

Hiccup smiled. "Oh, yeah. No problem. I understand. There's a lot to 
know. Anyway, logging in is pretty easy." Moving to see Astrid' s 
laptop screen. Hiccup kneeled beside her desk to show her how to log 
in. "Do you remember your username and password? It's usually the 
first letter or two of your first name and your full last 
namea€ 1 unless it's really long and then they adapt it. Like, my 
username is hhaddock." 

"Oh, I know mine now. It was ahofferson. My password, thoughaO 1 I 
don't remember it. It was a bunch of upper- and lower-case letters 
and a few numbers . " 

"Yeah, they always generate some bogus password like that. After you 
log in, the computer will prompt you to change it to something you'll 
actually remember, " Hiccup explained. "Did the office give you a 
paper with that password listed on it?" 

Astrid looked through her folder and found the paper that Hiccup was 
referencing. As Hiccup overlooked, she typed in her username and 
password. Accepting both, the laptop began its startup 
procedures . 

"This part takes forever, " Hiccup cautioned. "While it loads up, I 
guess I can explain the portal that Mrs. Bana was talking about. The 
one that we have to log in to so we can complete this classwork." 

At the top of the page that Mrs. Bana had passed out. Hiccup wrote 
out a web address. "It'll probably be bookmarked, but in case it 
isn't, we have to log in to this website. Then, there's this search 
function where we can research different jobsa€lor collegesa€ 1 or 
majors. Once you get to the website, these directions on this 
worksheet will make more sense." 

By this point, Astrid' s laptop had finished loading and was ready to 
use. "Well, there you go," Hiccup replied. "Let me know if you have 
any other questions." 

Now that he had helped Astrid out. Hiccup returned to his seat to 
work on his own classwork. He decided to base his research on the 
notion that he enroll in a business program. To make his search 
worthwhile. Hiccup chose three very different colleges. He looked at 
an option of beginning with two years of community college before 
moving on to a larger university. Then, he researched a moderately 
priced university. Finally, Hiccup looked into a pricey well-known 
university. After he had filled out his worksheet. Hiccup added the 
numbers for each of the three colleges and universities he had 
researched . 



Finally finished. Hiccup closed out of the website and logged off of 
his laptop. Class would soon be over, so he returned his laptop back 
to the cart and took his seat once again. As he returned to his seat, 
he noticed Astrid staring blankly at her laptop screen. _**Is she 
having problems with the website? It's not too hard to navigate, but 
she is new.**_ Taking his seat. Hiccup turned in his seat to ask 
Astrid, "You doing okay? I meanaC 1 you ' ve been pretty quiet, 
buta€ 1 " 

"I'm doing fine. Hiccup, " Astrid quietly answered. "It's 
justaC 1 " 

"You're not having problems navigating the website, are you?" Hiccup 
asked, interrupting Astrid. "I meanaC 1 it ' s not too hard to 
understand, buta€ 1 " 

"It's not that," Astrid replied, interrupting Hiccup. "It's 
justaClI've never really given much thought to what I might do after 
high school. I guess that happens a lot to students who move often. I 
just never know where I'll be within a year, so I don't plan too much 
long-term, you know." 

Hiccup nodded. "Yeah, that actually makes sense. You know, since 
you're new and all. I'll bet if you talked with Mrs. Bana, she'd let 
you hold off this assignment for later and use this time to research 
some careers and universities." 

Astrid nodded too and lowered the lid of her laptop. "Yeah, I'll go 
talk with her now and see what she says." 

Pulling out his homework. Hiccup worked on his assignments until the 
class period ended. The whole time, he kept glancing up at the 
conversation between Astrid and their guidance counselor. Finally, 
just before the end of the class period, Astrid returned to her seat. 
Hiccup wanted to ask about their conversation, but it wasn't really 
his business to pry into. Besides, the end-of-the-class-period bell 
rang before he could form the question. 

On the way out the door. Hiccup caught up to Astrid. "So, I take it 
that everything worked out, then?" he asked, hoping to find out more 
about Astrid' s conversation with their guidance counselor. 

"Yeah," Astrid nodded. "Mrs. Bana was very understanding and she gave 
me some resources to check out before the next Career Development 
class . " 

"So, you've really never given any thought to your plans after high 
school?" Hiccup asked, curious. 

"No, not really. I'm guessing that you have, though," Astrid 
observed. "I mean, you finished that classwork pretty 
quickly . " 

Hiccup flushed slightly. Astrid had taken notice of something he'd 
done! Usually no one paid much attention to him. "I guess you could 
say that. My life is already pretty much decided for me. The only 
choice I have to make is which business college I'm going to apply to 
after high school." 


"Anda€ 1 you ' re okay with that?" Astrid wondered. "Having your life 



path already decided for you?" 

"No," Hiccup answered honestly. "But what choice do I have? You're 
new here, but if you'd get to know me, then you'd understand what I 
mean . " 

Astrid smiled. "Maybe I will just have to get to know you, 
then . " 

Hiccup smiled a clenched smile. As much as he'd like that, he knew 
that if Astrid ever were to figure out more about him, that he was 
known as "Hiccup the Useless" by many in the school, she'd probably 
never want to hang around with him ever again. "You don't want to do 
that," he mumbled softly. 

As they walked back toward the freshman wing of Berk High School, 
Astrid continued the conversation, much to Hiccup's surprise. "At 
least there's a class that will help me to think about what I want to 
do after high school. Today was enlightening." 

"Yeah, I guess," Hiccup replied. "It'd be more interesting to me if I 
could actually choose what I wanted to do with my life after high 
school . " 

"At least you have given it all some thought, though, " Astrid 
reasoned. "I meana€ll'll probably end up working at the local blood 
bank." Seeing Hiccup's glance at the obscure statement, Astrid added, 
"Or something." 

They were almost to the spot where they would have to part ways, but 

now Hiccup was curious. "Why the blood bank?" he asked, 

wondering . 

"I dunno, " Astrid shrugged. "I like to help people and I'm not really 

one to get squeamish at the sight of blood, so I guess the job 

wouldn't be so bad." 

"Then why not go to college to become a nursea€ 1 or a doctora€ 1 or some 
kind of surgeona€ 1 or any profession in the medical field?" Hiccup 
rambled, still wondering. "Sure would pay better than the blood 
bank . " 

Astrid shrugged. "Sure, I guess, but money isn't always 
everything . " 

"Yeah, I know it's not, buta€ 1 " Hiccup started, however he dropped it 
as he approached the hallway where his next class was located. "Well, 
I guess I'll go to my class becausea€ 1 you knowa€ 1 schoola€ 1 and 
all . " 

"Oh, I know. School," Astrid joked back. "See you around, then. 

Hiccup . " 

As Hiccup approached the room where his next class was held, he found 
that he couldn't stop thinking about Astrid Hofferson. She 
wasa€ 1 different (in a good way of course), but, in some ways, she was 
so enigmatic. What was her story? Students rarely just decided to 
move into (or out of, too) the Berk School District. The more he 
tried to puzzle out the mystery that was Astrid Hofferson, the more 
Hiccup found that he was curious to learn more about hera€ 1 and 



someday, maybe, he would finally figure her out. 


* * 


* 


><pXstrong>Knew I should've just finished this chapter before while 
I was thinking of the ending. I knew exactly what I wanted to write 
and thena€lthis happened. Hopefully it wasn't tooa€ 1 horrible, I 
guess. <strong> 

**Extra-long chapter for everyone! It was just shy of 3,000 words 
(chapter content only) . You're welcome. P.S. Yes, I did base Berk 
High School after my own high school. Keeps my memories alive, I 
guess. Haha.** 

**Thank you all for reading and supporting Nightwalker ! * * 

**Posted: March 31, 2016** 


End 
f ile . 



